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THE MAN IN THE CAGE.

I aw7 Mn. Efl-tca ltaullof Dark* In Dir.
prr for IftrrtabaT.
- What in that tou aay, Gloaher? In a

,%#' A human being in an iron cage?"
-Jnit m). Thar'* the houae and thar'*

the ir.dow of the room he's in. I taw
hiuled in, chained like a mad uteer,
thrrt men with their guna pointed behind.
That'* a year ago tbia September. It'a a
low cage, with ban a* thick aa my wriat.
He'< chained to the floor inside ill"
The aou«e *u a cinall brick building

the i*hingle«i roof curled and black with
age: it etood in a tkrl«l overgrown with,
thiiitlea tod jamestown weeu. A rotting
piling fence separated it from the crook*
ed graaiy highway which served aa a
utreet for*the Tillage.a drowsy hamlet in
North Carolina, lying literally abora the
cloud*, on one »f the mountain* ci the
great Balaam range.
(Hater lounged on, whistling, to the

inn, with Uie siring of trout which they
had caught, and Mr. Britton, hi* rod in
hand, leaned over the fence looking at
ibe window inaideof which was the cage.
R» bu i vnMtiv* little man ni) I iiia

thiog startled and moved him greatly.
He bad been sauntering along just now,
& little vain of hia day'a tlihing. The at*
»rnoon#unshine was warm and brilliant:
ererjculnr kindled io it and the thin air
to oew vigor; the** weed* shone like bit*
of pure lavender, and the blackberries
elove! upon the tnmbIe*down fences in
knob* of rubiea and garnet. Everybody
in the little hamlet had a friendly greet*
in# for him. At the door of onennpaint*
*i home an old woman iat curding wool,
her yellow-haired grandchild aileep at
her feet; on the porch of another a prettygirl wa* spinning. Glocher, who wa*
i manly young fellow, had looked cheepjflhu they panned, and the girl bloahed
and broke her thread. Mr. Britton
smiled to himself. He waa but three
moathi mirried, and every lover waa
hla hrnlh«P. Tli» TilUm hittiv nn ika

edge of the height; below ii the wa of
cirrm cloud.* was full of light and motion,
while a range of mighty peak* beyond
hut the hamlet, so it seemed to his fancy,into a strange and sunny calm.
A moment before he had thus been fill«1with a **oft feminine content in him«iiandhis world ami his Oo<l» thankful

lor the happy-chance that had led him to
tbia peaceful eyrie'tiy-xpeigd his hardlyearned holiday.
Now he could think only of thin window.It waa a gaping cave of darkne**

in the aanshine, and the man within for a
jear had wen nothing of grawy street,
or of young girl*, or little children, or
driving clouds. He was a beast, chainedlike a beast in a cage.

#A* Mr. Britton waited uncertain, he
heard coming out of the darkness a sigh
*cd the clank of a chain.

M Gofld Had! That (hinu ihmiW
be in «uch a world!.In auch a world!"
He hurried on, very aorry for this humanbe&xUbut more stung and aggrievedthat the ennobling emotinns and harmonyof hu holiday had been unpaired.Hi* cost sleeve, too, wan stained with

*ome of the dank lichen on the fence
about fhw accursed plice. Be wiped it
off with a iiuick sense of loathing andtaint. The Ker. Edward Briiton waa.no*
ted for the dainty fantidiouanesa of hia
tires* and of hia morals.
When he reached the little inn he found

lie landlord waiting at the gate under the
ilnut-treea. Guest* were a novelty, and
ere made much of by these mountain*

een.
M We lir & waitin' sapper for you, Sir.

Oh, no difference; it'a yon tbat'a to be
conaalted".walking beaide him down
through the old-fa*hioned garden, with
iu bonier of hollyhocks and blue nnccorj.u You hed good luck, Gloeher lays,Sir."

" What ha* that man done, that you
i'»8«hitu like a brute?" ioterrupted the
young clergyman, in a hanh excited
tone.

14 Done? Elf you'll come into thi* room,I'll tell you the tory,". dropping hia
toi<*% "It's a Rtrange one enough."14Xo," pushing past him« "Whyshould I hear it?"
Mr. Britton changed hia coat before goinginto hia wife'* room. It was a coxy

apartment, with window* looking out
over the atretch of solitudes and heightsof the Nantahela range. A wood fire
burnH on the hearth. Mm. Britton,whobad been a shj girl some tro or three
month* ago, aat before it trimming a

Jt. She was a plump, pink-cheeked dot
of a woman, with quick-glancing dark
v«, and s hsbit of frequent decisive

in gesture*. Her lap was
rail of brightly colored ribbon*; her
nao-J, with its uny gold thimble, fluttered
bird1 W°riC 9 * whlte *l,ccin&
J4 And what have you discovered in
ton unfer corner of the world Unlay,ITjarbe?" he saked, with a qualm of an-
preLensmn.
"An old alare in a hut out of town, whotold me she * r*fugeed * from Virainia da"B?»lwtr» tw<> »°D« bAind her

0 "oemirle. I wrote an advertisement
some letter* about them. I think

!7ri* k"n* the boys to light."
m

»> bat wore did you do, my de»r?'
I made a aketch of an lodi&n who

came in with hia blow-gun and some akin*,of a mountaineer who iu going upJo the high range to salt the wild cattle.
here he i*: blue homwpun, high"outa, bag* of salt on hia hipa,gunfor

mV*:,m* for ratttanakes."
It u ?ery apinted, Pho>be. A little

Mlty as to the kne«. ehr with kindlingintttest in hia taw. There were one or two
Itood print* on the wall, which they had
Drought in their trunks. Ph<*be and he
*ere amateurs in art, and hail found a

*pod deal of keen enjoyment already in
[heir work and disputes. Phuebe took out.
jjr pencils and retouched the aketch.
pen she went back to her sewing andher husband stirred the fire, and began to,talk of home and parinh work. Outsidethe cloud of fog had risen, and began tohut them in. The logs crackled and
fparkled, turning Pho'Wa blue ribbon
Wo green. Presently Joe, the lame waiter,came np carrying a tray with their
upper. A* he spreadit on a round table*tthe aide of the fire, Mr. Britton acanMdeagerly the smoking coffee, the browntaucuiu, the delicate salmon-coloredlr°at. He alwaya did rellah a good meal,**d the day's fishing had made Mm hunP7-Joe was dismissed, and Ph«be drewcloesr to the tabla. How rosy ami fairh*ns! How warm was the fire! When

t

be proceciled to dim th* troal for her he
bid anil* forgotten the man la the can,ad ail the net ol the world outaidr of
that wall ol acreenlag mi*

It itemed to him «e 11 hia lib waa
rounded aod perfect Jut than. He aadhit wile ale their trout, aad talked pleaaenlpariah goeeip. Ha «aa tWMtj-ihre*.He had graduated the jeer Wore, with
the rtpuutloo of ri»nelii| a alee talent
lor Engliah Tare* and a rein ol tender
eatimentaliam, which would not Impairhia tuefulaeae aa a popular pMacher.HUonly doubt aa to hia owa qualifications (or
the hearaalr calling waa aa to bla lack ol
(tatun In the pulpit. But whaa he reallr
went Into the pulpit a .tool en which h«could itand remedied that difficulty.Whenbe waa mounted on the itoal Ida
peared above the enow/ aurpltce, blueeyed,calm, faatidioua, framed in fair hair
and aide whitken, and aj innocent of all
knowledge of human nature u» the insipidMadonna in the window overhead.
Aaioonaahewu called to the pariahof All-Saints he married. All-Saints

waa a anujr neat for theee two tame birds
It was made up of half a doaea families
in a town which had sprunr op about a
railway elation in Ohio. The church
was new, from the red cuihiooa to the
tiny organ and painted window. Choir,
ventrt-inen, congregation, all wero new
and full of teal. There waa the urar old
senior warden, who kept an exceedinglysharp eye on the Reverend Edward;there were the beetling matrons in black
ilk. with their sewing circle; there was
the inetitable cordon of admiring younggirls. Mr. Britton was wont to declare
that hisM flock were one with him in
spirit; that they held up hia hands in his
battle with error." He had, in fact, car*
ried his own belief into practice with re-
gard to change* in alba, chasubles, and
altar cloth, and the whole congregationsupported him heartily, a* they did in
hi* dbpute with the Low-Charch pastorof 8t. Thomas concerning the number of
genuflection* requisite in the creed.

It will thus be seen that the Rev. Mr.
Britton had reason when he felt hi* life
to be rounded and complete. He could
have wiahed, perhaps, that Ph<ebe had
not been too mach occupied with house*
keeping duties to take much interest in
the alb or chasuble troubles. 8he wm alwaysready, however, to mod iponsorfor the children of the congregation, or
to nurse them when they were sick, and
waa as anxious about the brides, and
cried orer the dead, aa if the people were
all her own kinsfolk.
He was talking now of tome these

babies whomhe hsd baptised and younggirls whom he had marrid.
" 1 thank God often for the happy lot

that has fallen to me. mr deir." he want.
hi* voice anateady. "To b« the shepherdof this little llock from the cradle to )he
gran! I little thought when I tu a boy
doch rood fortune would be mine."

" When tou were & boj, and rout etepfatherused to thraah jou so horribly?"aaid Pbtcbe, in her brusque way." Math*
ew Panaeot?.Panaent? It mcbu ae if I
had heard that name within a day or
two. Didn't you tell me he went to South
Carolina afu-r your mother^death?"

41 Yes. It Li not ncceaa&rjr to apeakfarther of him." Mr. Brittou'a voice
waa singularly altered. He rose hastily,
and began to pace up and down the room.
Whenafae looked up ahe saw that hia
ghaxtly face had undergone a ghastly
chance. He stopped in front of her.
" Ph<i»be, 1 desire that 70a will never
mention that man'a name to me again
in a harsh, strident tone.
"No, Edward."
Mr. Britton walked for an hour up and

down the dim tire-lighted room, lie did
not apeak again. He was a gentle, *ubmlffliveChristian. Every body knew that
He knew it of himself. Bat it the bare
mention of PAnsent'a name hia head beganto throb, and the blood burned in hia
veins with the fire of hell. His sole
thought waa of what punishment he
would meet out to the wretch if he had
the power. None seemed to him sufficient.Hate him? Why should he not
hate him? Had he not tortured hia vouth,
made his mot heir's bid age one long breath
ol misery? To hate him was to hate ain,
fraud.He caught one of Pbuebe's occas;ioaal, keen glances, and tried to smile
back to her.
MI will go out in the fre#h air my

dear. I am got well." Hie countenance
*u pinched and colorle*; there «u a
different man looking oat from it than
the sentimental little clergyman *he had
married.
As he went down stairs into the impenetrablefog he staggered. It was hard

that he, a clergyman, a godly man, should
be thus torn with wratn, however righteons.How could he follow out tbe holy,
calm life he purposed, while this man
lived ? If he were dead, if he eonld see
him lying on the ground here.
He stopped, staring before him with a

long breath of relief. It seemed for a
momemt u if the world wai actually rid
of this incabus; then, recollecting himself
with a shudder, be went on.
When Mr. Britton returned an hour

later, the only trace of the moral convulsionthrough which he had passed was
that be waa cross and peevish. These
weak, sweetly toned natures are not infrequentlyfound with an obstinate, inhu-
man chord running through them, and
when it is struck, all their ordinary harmoniesare jarred out of tune. This may
account for the fact that 3Ir. Britton
presently told his wife of the man in the
cage, although, an hour or two before, he
had been anxious to keep her in igno*
ranee of thia terrible thing.
"It is a barbarous custom of thiaState,"

he continued, irritably. "They treat a
great criminal as a brute.chain him by
leg and arm to the floor, inside of just such
a cage aa is used for wild beasts."

Phoebe turned very pale as she listened;
but sheaaid, calmly, "Does the man hare
enough to eat ?'
"How should I know, my dear? I

suppose that depends on the humanity of
hia keeper."
"Are his frienda allowed to aee him?"
MI believe that hs has none. Gloeher

tells me that nobody has Tinted him ex*

cept the jailer."
Her eye* filled with tears. uCaged and

chained tor a year tn a UtarxiUan country,and not a soul to apeak kindlv to
hitn, or tell Itim of Jesua who died for
him I"
Mr. Britton moved uneaeily. "That ii

owing to the fact that there u no regular
chaplain; there could not be, of course.
This lea mere country jail, with the one
inmate.not a penitentiary.""You are going to him to-morrow, Edwardr»

Mrs. Britton uid not look up. She tu
trimming the lamp, and her Sogersmoved
nervously. There was a moment of silence.
Mr. Britton's pale blue ejea stared vacantly^he pulled unconsciously at his
neat whiskers, ran his forefinger about
the pretty white bind around his neck.
This *11 no question of alb* or altar
cloth*, of baptising babiea or preparing
timid young girla for confirmation. It
vaa as if a door had suddenly opened in*
to the horrors of the shadow of death,
and a voice commanded him to walk
through it.
"Yes, I will go," he said, humbly, after

a while. Bat he w» taciturn for the rent
of the evening, and bore himself toward
his wife with an agrieved air.
The next morning Mr. firitton rose

with an exalted sense of beorism upon
him. Phosbe wet righL Undoubtedly
this was a part of his high duty. But he
really, tiler all, did not think much that
morning of the menage be wet to carry
.thai via all inch a familiar aahject to
k|tu, He waa a little dieappoUted that
Lodon, the jailor, receired tlu proposal
to liait the prisoner without aurpriie or
admiration.
"I thought It waa time tone of jmi

preacher'* waa aeein' to hlm," he uid,
dryly. "Can't take yon la till erenin',
though. I'm powerful pushed gettln' in
my hay Juat now."
He wai aurprieetl, too, to find Phube

ready to (o with hlm. u ihe alwaya did
when he riailed the lick.
"I have put up a lew peachae and

cakea, and tome uufe. Xhey tell me the
chaioi have worn into the wah."
Wt* ud peacheal Why, thin la a

murderer who killed u old feeble man.
He ii under eenlenco al death."
"H» in a man, after >11,1 lappoee," addMn. Ph*be, calmly puking t jar of honejrla her biwktt.
When Lodsn thai ereaing led them

thro«|h the jratd, overgrown with lilac
Jameetown weed. Mr. Britten (alt hia heart
ickan within him. The (treat Iron door
of the Jail creaked on ita hinge*, Theyenured a low brick paatage. Lodon
locked the door behind htm, and threw the
ban from a hear; iron trap which cloned
thaataira. In another moment they would
M initi in villi una human beaet.
"I hiee not thought el what I ihoulil

I»r to him, and hli on chance ot talraTitioahi in me," thought the clergyman,hla loot upon tlx (Uir. "On* niomtnt
Lodon. I.I btl ill. Thumlr-"
Pbabe touched hlm on the hud. 8he
« Terr P*1*1 bat (he smiled cheerfully,"It U only a man Jut like youreelf whom

yon are going to meet, Edward," iha
whispered.
A man like himeelf? Bully, Fhcete

had the strangest way of expreeeing herHlf!He paeaed on, swtaiMd by a freah
era* of dignity and rirtue.
Lodon, harrying through tb« dark upperpaaage, etopped at an other iron door,rlilted with age.
'Now".taming the key in the lock.
The cage waa a net work of iron bam.

about fifteen feet Nature. in the centre of
a luxe room, into which the netting auo
shone warmly and softly. The air waa
pure, the cage waa scrupulously clean.
The murderer waa in the centre of it.
Phu*b« ahut her eyee before she could go
near him.

MIf it waa my brother, now?" ihe
thought.
When the opened them ahe saw an hon*

eat-eyed countryman, clad in decent home*
nun, rising to meet her with a sudden
pleated smile.
"I did not know that a lady waa com*

injj," he said. The toice was unembarrassedand sincere.
Mr. Br itton hastily went up to the

cage. "Whoia that? he cried. "Merciful
God! John Matlack 1 la that you ?"
The two men atared at each other, the

iron grating between them. The clergymanheld to the ban with both hand*: the
shock of shame for bit old friend «m bo

great that he stammered tod choaked and
iheo stood dumb. Bat John Matlack
eagerly thrust out his chained hand.
"Edward! God blees jou 1.I hare

not aeen a face that I knew for a year, and
now you.you !*
He was weak and emaciated with longconfinement. The tears ran down hia

cheek*; he had to raise both bloodless
hand* together to hia face to wipe tbem
off. It waa a pitiful sight But Mr. Brit*
ton did not giro him hia hand. It waa
John Matlack; but it was no less a murderer.Pb«rbe thrust hen through the
bars. The pity, the tender mercy, of all
the good, motherly womeu in the world
seemed to look on him through her eyes."Why, I have heard «o much of yon,John. You were on the farm with Ed*
ward. He haa told ine of all the plowingand 'coon*hunting and. Oh, Edward,
speak to him!"
"Why, are you here, John?" Mr.

Britton took out hia cambric handker*
kerchief and wiped hia neatly shaven face
nervonaly. Matlack stood upright and
looked him steadily in the eye*. The
chain from hid leg to the floor creaked
likeaome lire thing as he moved.

litiri T L. « ft r I
it uj bui i ucrc xxcaunc i uave iktd

found guilty of the murder of an old man,
and sentenced to be hnng for it. That'*
wbr. I have but a few daja longer to
life."

^
i

"But you did not do it!.you did not
do it I" cried Phrcbe, breatblewly. "You
can not think him guilty, Edward. I.ook
at bis face."

Iier husband answered the demand in
the prisoner's eye* rather than her words.
"(iod-knows with what pain I see you

here," he said, evasively. uYou are the
last man whom I should have thought
capable of such a crime."

"If I had found you here, Ned, I should
have known too incapable of it, and have
asked no father." said the prisoner, with
a auiet dignity.
He turned away. The chain, to PhuftB?

excited eves, crept hideously across the
floor, held him, dragged him back. Mr.
firitton feebly pulled at his aide whiskers.
John Matlack, hu old playfellow.
murder? It «u incredible. And yet be
had been tried and sentenced by law, and
to Mr Britton the law waa an infallible
twin power with the Church. i

**Thar'tf aometbin' to be aaid on Mr.
Matlack'd aide," Lodon began, slowly,
tapping on the cage with bin keya to em-
phaaiza certain points. "Evidence was
circumstantial wholly. Old gentlemen
that waa killed had «tarted a mica mine
in the Naatahlla Mountings. Mr. Mat-
lack hyar waa boea. Thar wu bard words
between them more than once; that waa
proved on the trial. The old man waa
powerful aggravatin*. The day afore the
murder he come up from Aahville, a-
lookin' into thinsa, and a-awearin' tremenjaa,callin' Matlack a swindler and
what not. Matlack he answers back, with
an oath, a* how he'd be even with him,and turned and walked off; and them m
stood bj Raid they knew he meant it
That night the old man staid up in the
cuttin'-bouse, look in' over accounts.
Them mine house* is notbin' but planksheds, yon know. The next mornin' he »
was found lyin' on the pile of mica chips,
stone-dead, with a bullet through his
heart" 1
"That was no proof!" cried Phoebe. <

"No; but you hevn't heerd me out, Miss-
tress firitton," said Lodon, warming in
the recital. "A. bit of waddtn' was fonnd
with the bullet, and it was a scrap of an
eu relope directed to 'John Mat'.the rest
bein' torn off. Mr. Mattack's wife was <

ready to swar that he was at home all
uigut, wiui cure ui umc sick uoy. mar t
wms plenty more'J her sworn they didn't 1
believe John Matlack cooM do nuch a

thing nowhow. But that kind of teati*
mony ian't law." i

Matlack had remained with hi* back
turned to them, nnmoved while Lodon
told bii story. The truth waa that Mr.
Britton'a belie! in his guilt had atunneiL
him. He had grown u*ed to lookin the 1
coming death in the face. Alter a year j
ui puuiuue uub iricnu ui am jouiu nao

suddenly appeared.and condemned him. i
It wa* a fresh cut of pain, and a deep one.
When hia wife «u named, however, he
turned quickly and glanced at Phvbe i
MYea. Where ia «he ? what can I do

for her( or for 700?" demanded that
little woman, her cheeks 00 fire.
"Nothing. She i« ill.dyinjr, they tell

me. I could aare her if I were near her.
She knowa whether I am innocent or
not, thank Ood!" <

"1 know it. Yon don't inppoM that I
believe that evidence? Not a syllable of
it."
Mr. Britton «u miserable enough

while all ihii wan goiog on. He would
hare silenced hi* wife if he could; but
how could he? John had been like a
brother to him when they were both hardworked(arm bow. The law could not be
wrong. It waa hi* duty a* a man of God
to exhort thia criminal to repentance;
but when he looked into the candid, noble
face the worda died on hia lip«.
"Who wai this murdered man?" he

Hammered, not knowing what to aay.
"Surely yon have heard," said Matlack

."Matthew Pansent."
"Pacsent ?.dead!" Mr. Britton.began

slowly to pace up and down the cell, as
was his habit when he wa* studying his
sermon*, hia white fingers working with
this collar. Phosbe looked after him in
error, she alone saf how greatly he wsa
haken. He understood it now. John
Matlack waa innocent. It was he who
was the murderer. God had giren him
his wish.
He went up to the cage; but his jawt refuwdto.morswhen hi aiiM h*n innk»n

toJbikek.
"I had forgotten that la wu Tour atepfatber,Ned," John aaid. "Bat I had

nothing to do with hia d«ih. He triad
d* hud, but I nmt would htn harmed
the old man.

'I mid. Then sever wu a time whan
I ehould not hare been glad to aee him
dead. U la I who oofht to he chained
then, not joo." Mr. Brltton tald thia
in a low, rapid whiaper, aod then went

'traitht to the door. Ht noTtd and lookedlLx« a man demented.
tot a week altar tbia bight Mr. Brittoo

shot himself op io hla chamber. In hia
»of remorse and humiliation he actedrery like a child, and Phiebe waa aa a
mother to him. Ha prouated that ha
would leare the ministry.even the
Chorch. Blood"gqtltbeae waa on hia
soul* if not hia handa. He never had understoodthe religion ha taught: he never
had known the Saviour whom he ahowed
to others.
Phoebe left him only to viait the innocentman in the cam. She read to him.

wrote letters to hia wife for him and
about kirn.
One day »he came bone trembling and

Utile disposed to Ulk.
The (Jorenor has set the dsy (or.

for.'*
The execution?"
''Yen. Next Friday. He hae bat (our

days to life."
"He will die ao innocent man."
MWhy need he die at all T
"There ia no chance. The Govenor baa

been besieged (or his pardon. It la neceaaaijrto have an example, There hu been
too great laxity, it appears, in this partof the State." He had been trying to
read a circular letter from the bishop,but he threw it down and wandered on.
"Why look it me Fhwbe 1 I ought to

be in hu place, and here I am, with myprleetly cost and white inrplice, regarded
ai a godly man. John Matlack in chains,
and next Friday a rope about hia neck!
Think what juitice there ia in that
Think-"
Jut Mrs. Britton vent hastily into

her own room. She waa not fond of
thinking.*WK<r» ?« A fuk ilnn* ati* !<! /*

self* When she came back her counte>
nance waa rigid aa that of a middle-aged
woman. She spoke no more of the priaoner.
She went down the next dav, aa oaual,

to the jail. She stopped in ber reading
once or twice, looking at Matlack with a
shudder.
"What is that you see, ma'amV aaked

Lodcn, with surprise, (or she waa not a
nervous woman. ("'Oh, the chain. It seems alive to me.
It creeps after him, hold* him until they
are ready to murder him."

'You ought not to come here, Mrs.
Brilton," said Matlack. "It ia too great
a strain on any woman."
She looked at him. Considerate of her.

with deathjustat hand!.with a wife and
child in the world whom he ahould never
we again! But Matlack bore himself
with the same gravity and simplicity in
the face of hia terrible fate as he had
done when he was a boy. Nothing but
his deathly pallor told of any suffering."Do not come to-morrow," he said,when she rose to go. "There will be anotherday. 1 ahould like to give you a
luviwgc tucu IUJ.

"For your wife anil little charley. I
know, John."
"There's nobody elmj I'd ask to see

them, though some of my friends have
been down tbia week. They're very kind.
But ?ou." i"Yes, yes. Good*hy, now," shaking his
band and turning away. "Oh this copyof hynia.I have been reading to you. I
will leare it." She handed it to Lodon
for inspection.a few small sheets of
manuscript bound in a thick parchment 1
coter. The jtiler noticed how cold her
band was as he touched it. He pawed the
roil through the ban of the cage."You will dad much comfort in nome
of them," she said, looking Matlack
rteadily in the eye."especially in the
Bwtw

A.* tthe turned away, the cell grew suddenlydark before her, and the hideous
«v.~ .i ..» u.jw> UK VUOUI JCCICU auu lUUCKCli Ok

her.
The street was drowsier than initial that

evening. It was the day for the weeklymail to come in, but the carrier had arreted,anil bia male and cart were put
away, and all the excitement waa over.
Moat of the houses were already cloned
for the night. The doctor and squire
were seated in front of the store, finishing
a game of draughts by the fading twilight,and a negro was "picking" a banjo, while
another shuffled a doleful jig and sang,"Fahwell foreber.oh-h, foreher."
Mrs. Britton laughed nervously. The

moon hung low in the horizon, heavy
masses of tog drove through the valley.
She remembered that the moonlightwould only last an hour. She looked out
to the vast sweep of wooden mountain
ranges. Once safe in these inpenetrable
wlitudes, no fngitive could be discovered,ibank God! There was a little chamber,
loo, where a youngwife lay near to death,with her boy beside her, waiting to hear
that her husband had died upon the gal*
low*.itMr.Britton happened to read that
night the story oi how Lazarus wu
matched out oi the jaws of death. Hia
wife liatened, with her head Ijing on her
folded arma on the table.
"This man too, 0 God!" she said.
When her husband read the evening

prayer?, she did not kneel, and did not
enow he was praying.Mr. Britton touched her gently after a
while. "You are feverish, my dear; youwed rest." he said.
She walked hastily to the window. The

fotr had blotted utreel and hnn«M Ant nf
ligbt, and without «u the silence of
leatb.
Early the next morning a commotion

ras beard on the street below, shrill
sriea aod men running. Mr*. Britton vu
already seated, her sewing in hand. She
atitched on carefully without lifting her
*ye*.
Lame Joe tapped at tbe door. He stut*redwith excitement when Mr. Britton

>pened it.
uDd prisoner am escaped, Sah. Watchipringsaw.cut de iron. Too many ob

frens hyah las' week."
Mr. Britton ran down the stairs to jointhe excited crowd below. Pbabe did not

aore, but as she sewed her eyes shone,aod tbe tears fell like rain.
Four years later Mr. Britton sat read-

mjc uie newspaper one evening to hi*
vile. He wu a changed man in those
roar year*, it wu reported in church
goMip. Hw sermons were no long r the
3ne tffort* of literary skill and scholar*
ship which they had been at first; but
there was a humility and earnestness in
them, like the voice of a man saved from
ihipwreck crying to his fellows, which
give them strange power."Look at this," he said, laying the
newnpaper before her, and pointing to a
passage. His finger ahook as he did it.
**E. P. Connors,who died in the StateSrisonon Tuesday, confeued to the murerof Matthew Paneent, in this county,five years ago. Hii ante-mortem statement

was sworn to before a magistrate. This
ii the murder for which Matlack, a* our
readers will remember, was convicted,and is still under sentence of death."
Mrs. Britton did not §av a word after

ike had read the pangraph, bat she rone
qnickly and left the room. She came
back ctrrying a folded paper; she wu
evidently straggling with deep controlled
excitement.
- Will too nenil this telegram to-nightto California?"
He took itgratelj. "It in to John Mat*

lack?"
"Yes."
MWhatolhim,Phu>be?"
"He is with hi* wife and boy#. Thii

is all he needs in life."
"You have been his friend all this

time?*
"Yea, Edward."
MI thought so." He laoghed to himsellwhen he went out of the room. Thenhe pat on his overcoat and took the telegramto the office.
.......

QHE4P BOOKS.
iw Imkogt

Tile Seaside library,
ZL*"** »»»».

BookaOarudHna i»to, Si litMM i

gAUt SALT!

FINANCIAL.
Jon X. Bororom, rmt iin.uua.CMt
BANK OF THE OHIO VALLEY

Burn.* to tht
ran »ATHWAL BAVK OF WBXSLOIO.

0»»M*
~

1210,000

It the Flnt National Buk of WhMllDf,la own*l by the am# tharcboklm and la ood«r lb*
"bJ .. ..

and
iaiibful execution oftbetr *Uh«*, it bopee to marit
tbelr aiteeui »nd conMenca.
Koto and miif
C«J1« tioM Md« H All poiata tbrongboat the

UiittrUSttUB.
D^tt Aecoaata nMwt to ehocb it alsbt w"STtt&ff *" ». «»* . OorponrtkMtad ladttfdnata.
OvtllcatMaf Depoalt Unnd payable on damand
«U Izaddataa.
latcmt allowed aja frartri Dopoalta.
JohaLBotdord, I Wn. B. Bliapaoa,Jacob 8. Kbadaa, Wio.iL Turner,WauA« laatt, J JobaLHobfaa,.JLAdama, [ 0. C. Dewry.Henry M. Harpag, I mylMaw
D. C. Lot. Joana bstmud,
Buiii K. lm, tiuaos Lamb,
WtL A. lm, Hmnr W. Lunrr

Bank of Wheeling,
WHEELING, W. VAJ

CapiUl, 9(00,000.
Stockholders personally liable aad representing
mr 1000,000.
Bacelree Depot!U and Dtoonnta Papar.Dcala til Gobi. Bllwr. Cnla.Di«fti ami MUvIIb*

ML. Ertfu co Eocliod, Inlmd. r<UM, Sr
many and other prominent put* ot Europe.Bnpand nil* Government, Butt, Qty tod BailramiBoiwi.
Intanet paid on HperteJ Dmnrfte.
Opcfel attention (ton tocSketlona.

D. C LIST. PrMktat.
J0^ETb0LP^UJ.lM« Ctahhf. )»»

Commercial Bank.
Capital, »ioo,ooa

umcs-so. UN turn St.

lalM ptid on tpKkl Dapato. CoUMIoM
Kb <ixi pncMdi utanpllr minted, taral

>I lurcbuu and otWi nlldud.
muctom:

Thorn. U. LUt, J. L. BUM,R. J. Smyth, W.T. Bart,J. C. Thonuu, Qua. H. BoothsW. Ju Wllaon, ^

TOok HLLIST, PraaidenC
aJ-1« V. PnaLB. P. HILDBKTH, Caahltr. jalf

Exchange Bank.
J. K. Vwicm, Pnat Hax'i Lacaaior, V. P.

Zafdtal «M,«tJitmtjr of ttockfcoldi <00,001

Xhla n«"^ aoeeceda to tbo o( thoMerikaata1National Bank, tod deali in Coin, Coupon*,3omm<rdal Paper and Bill! of Exchange.InWcat paid on Hpceial Dtpoaila.OoUoctlona made on all polnu and proceed!wmiptly remitted.
AxeosnU of Banten gad Rnrtn. Man aolldtad.
Btoekboldm lUbto to dep*tora according to the

2onsUtatlon of Um 8uta Ua aamo aa InKatlonal

J.N.Vaneo, ""fTHorkhelmar,L. a. Delaplain, D. Gutmas,J.G. Hoffmann, Wn, Rllnzlua,Bam'l Lauehlfn, | John Frew.
Crrwtdrd Bacth,
»n« JOHN J. jqnbh, CMhlf.

forty ykaju bilfobx tmz pcsuol

\DR.C.M<?LANE'S /f Celebrated American f
/WORM SPECIFIC
''-ORVERMIFUGE.
'symptoms of worms.
THE countenance is pale and

leaden-colored, with occasional
.lushes, or a circumscribed spot on
one or both cheeks; the eyes become
dull; thepupilsdilate; an'azuresemi-
circic runs along tne lower eye-Lid;the nose is irritated, swells,and sometimesbleeds; a swellingof the uppetlip; occasional headache, with hummingor throbbing of the cars; an
unusual secretion of saliva; slimy orfurred tongue; breath very foul, particularlyin the morning; appetitet-ariable, sometimesvoracious, witha
gnawing sensation ofthe stomach, at
others, entirely gone; fleeting painsin the stomach; occasional nausea
andvomiting; violent painsthroughoutthe abdomen; bowels irregular,
at times costive; stools slimy; not
unfrequently tinged with blood;
belly swollen and hard; urine turbid;Tespiration occasionally difficult,and accompanied by hiccough;
coughsometimesdryand convulsive;
uneasy and disturbed sleep, with
grinding of the teeth; temper variable,but generally irritable, 4c.
"Whenever the above wmwmn,

arc found to exist,
DR. C. MSLANE'SVERMIFUGE

Will certainly cffect a cure.
it does sot contain mercury

in any form; it is an innocent preparation,not capableofdoingthe slightestinjury to the most tender infant.
The genuine Dr. M9Lane'sVerbhtcgebears the signatures of C.

M^Lane and Fleming Bros, on the
wrapper.

_.0;_

DR. C. M?LANE'S
LIVER PILLS.
These Pills are not recommended

a<i a remedy for "all the ills that
flesh is heir to," but in affections ofik« T.itrni> anri !n "

."muu jjuiuua VXJIOplaints,Dyspepsia and Sick Headache,or diseases of that character,they stand without a rival.
AGUE AND FEVER.
No better cathartic can be used

preparatory to, or after taking Quinine.
As a simple purgative they are

unequaled.
.
beware of imitations.
The genuine are n#wr mmn>

coateA 6'

Each box haa a red war seal on
tho impr^nion Dr.MvLaxe's Liver Pills.

r5a$tJIrappeTl)!ar8 ^ewgnatoresof C. MVLane and Fleming Bros.Sold by all respectable druggistsind country *torekeepera generally.
pEUSdINQ'8

"

A.
Double White Wine Vinegar,
For Sole, Wholesale and Betail, at

H. F. BEHRENS
MM* 2217 ami 2219 Market Utrwt
Or. IIM'i bnan ! u*a nun msaluod

K ^5n *T*"^i< ««"tola*.FaUutd impoMibW Brvara of adftttlwiiho oOr ao-<aIi«dfrr« Prarripiiotu that an owM£AT_a

AMD LARD-flCGABCured Onmad Hima, Bufir Corvd Cmth>* biltn CuTtd CutuM Brcakfaat B*»
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PHOTOCRAPHERS.

JJI001N8' OiXLKBY.

THE BEST PHOTOGRAPHS
AT THE LOWEST RATEJ.

no8

99 CEHTS. 99 CEHTR
Brown's l«»t flatln Flalih Cri Photos only We
mo nm>«npk ooir 11 oo.
BROWN'SGALLERY

Kum St., ntdOW KcLon Houu.
mm
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PAINTS, OILS, AC, .

Glass, bash, uoors.
A. Urge lot of FBENCQ and PITO?BITEGHdouble and single strength

WINDOWGLASS.!
Also, a new lot of <

Doors and Sash, Paints,&c.
Jut received and for sale CHEAP FOE

CASH.

HANES, WILSON fc CO.,
123 MARKET ST.

whiteTead.
E. P. HAY,

Paints, Oils,
Glass, Sash,

Doors, and
PAINTERS' SUPPLIES,

N>. (211 Main Street, Whetllig, W.Vi.
VOR SALE.ARMJfTBONO * McKKLVY'S

SUPERIOR BRAND
WHITE LEAD.

What Painters Say Matt this Laid.

Daytov, Ohio, April 17,1S77.
Wr, the undenifned, da b» r»by ecrtifj thit we

h*T» used Armstrong k MclUI«r*a Strictly Pniw"Whit# Lrad, and we ftnd It tba best In tha market.
It It whiter. KTouod finer, enrem mure lurfan*.
anrt haa more body, ttuo any we bar* rrer turd.
[Signed by] Joua B. Dartrr,

Sign aodOtrritxe Painter.
UAJtrnd Pimi,

Palatrn and Paper Haonra.
J. A. JLAOD,

Faintw aad Paper Haaier.
A. P. Babxxtt,

mjr26House and Hifn Painter.

HATS & CAPS.
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PLUMBING, GAS FITTINNG, 40.

TL A 11 I

i nompson & nioosra,
iisu Market MU

PLUMBERS,,
OAS A STEAM FUTEM,

A*D

Brass Founders.
Deaiert ta /rm, Jjad, Sever and Fhm Pip*, Ouri

Jim, Steam Whittlet. Steam Gmga, ami
all kimdt Pt PhtmUrt Good*.

Tike Retort Gas Stove.
We hare for «Ie ihe only r»lUbl« OuSUm in

tor bath Room* Clumbers. Hall. Pittan,IHoiOf Booms Offloi, Ac. Nomad) or itook*.Every titoro guaranteed. Head toUicalir.orcaU
ind examine them.

THOMPSON A IIIBBEBD,
llUMirkHjUr^t.

(jutrsmusa hobnbbook,
Plumber*, Gaa and Steam Fitters,
tetania I»d, Iran, ROtuM, st«»,w>Mruid Dnta Plpo. Keep ooasttntly on !»» »* % kmssfssr^8,~"<w"r005;

ou asira *0* WD* tznuu res

COLSAirs CELEBRATEDBA8 MACHINE.
bjsjtd rat aaavlam.

urn market mm.whuum, inn««.
Prompt ittatlaaglmi to ordm from idlitioi*

To Iron Mill* ind Engine Builder*.
W« >raUJ«l to n nDUDg tod Oilnrnna M>blUia»l, an> ud eoaiMa
BRASS FOUNDRY. '

nwnrtli adi til Uab of Mlud Eoftj. Bn- OMlio u dun nMkaaod «Ith* rtrj bett qualityi
TEIMBLB HOBNBBOOK,

H Kfc 1411 lfarkctn.L J
/Carolina, kick.go tierces !
crBi*" mmiS3S&.

'rVi'j' \i'&v«v\S -V-j.ci" V'1- »>" \i'...

STOVE* 4 HARDWARE.

Tie Cheapest
Tie Best

The Largest
COOKSTOVE

Id the Kldnt I* Ul« CftltbrtUd

VALLEY STAR.
BENJAMIN FISHER,

STAR FOUNDRY.
A great variety of other Cook Stovei a!*

ways oa hand. parAll Storei guaranteed.
Marbillzid Iron am Sla(e UintcU.
Ffffttofli tad Slate Haartfca, &o.

Call, examine and see prices before par*
charing eleewhere. mr23

g F. CALDWELL.

Hqphla Ch4a JL l*nn Ilin4ln«
mm hiv) vmie vt huh mwiiiost

Common Orate*, TUe and all* kind* of
Terra Cotta good*.

Galvanized Iron Work and Tin
Roofing,

T0GET1IEB WITH A COMPLETE AH
BOBTMEXT OF

COOKING STOVES
tad Houae Forninhine Goods. We call

special attention to the

Paerlast Radiator Shaking Grata.
rhe moat complete Grate In the market.
It can be aeen in operation io ITr. Frank
Coen'i finereeidence on the Ialand. Call
ind examine.

1507. 1S09 A 1511 Hain Htn«L
n«mr B. dc <> K. K. OfpoU mr9

^be you eomo to move?

Don't Yon Want »

NewCookStove
rhe BESTT *nd CHEAPEST STOVES IN

THE MARKET can be found at

No. 14S5 Main St
THE FAMOUS

ARLINGTON
AND OTHER

First-Class Stoves,
Can now be bought Cheaper Uian ever

before.
ALL Biora WARRAAkBD TO PLEAEBDon'tfail to call and tee oar stock be-
'ore purchasing.

I0SEPH BELL & CO.
ABLIKGTON STOVE WORKS,

No. H2S SUdi Sr., Wnsncis, W. V*.
mxl2

WATCHES & JEWELRY.

jpABEEB BEOS'

BREECH-LOADING SHOT-GUNS,
.4TO.

SMITH'S P1TFNT BFVfll uroc
HblVblblW.

Now rrcelvtnf, a JJw maortioent of Ibn* celebratedArma. which will be aoU at low nrlcei, at
the Jewelryctaeof
o. p. bbown,

1207 MARKET 8T.
_cclS
jeweleiT

I have jojt received a choice ttock of

WATCHES,
A/^.iJJLV/1^ JUO,

AND RICH JEWELRY,
ro Which I invite yonr attention. Goods
lure been purchased low and trill be sold
iccordingljr.

JACOB W. GRUBB,
oclfl 1154 Maix St.,

JJEMOVAL.
HENNEGEN, BATES& CO.

Wholesale Jewelers,
WATCHES, DIAMONDS, SILVER WARE

255 W "Baltimore St.,

J«M BALTIMORE, MP.

A PHYSIOLOGICAL
View jof Marriage!MSiSnSFX*i-iA iml 7 . w 1 l iuiir« oi mrun and ih«

iu«*that an31 tocUi lk»»»rnuof Bfprodactlra awt
IPIMmh1^. rXUMW «r Wonum.

I '.III *1 ] V.ff»J 4 A book lor pr'.rtu, rontlilAbuao.

tic**"*, «r g*cr»t Cumim, vu2l UM beat
BMUMoTnir^ »llfl»|W|W.Htl»a».
ACLT2TICAI»XJiCTUH£on th» alwr* dlarta* and

AAtfaTca.Br;?ra. >o. n x. au W. «t-Lom«.Ka»

W. McCOSNELL,
No. 155 FIFTEENTH STREET,

Manufacturer of
[ant Buralt, Half Barreb. App»« mod Floor Barrata,Hun TVtcm, 6taai Bamtaand

WREPAIRING PROMPTLY ATTENDED TO
wra-<Aw

0 8TEINMETZ,
PAPER BOX MANUFACTURER,

tm. nn md on una si., up man <oij onion
IWU ! mw prmjd tonh>11 Had. u Vacjlod Plain Piper Boss la MgoolityUi&d atu
w prt»u »nj kum la lha conncry. Onlm

Iran lb. oomtrf pra»l*r uStM la. mpD

jail IL BULLY, lioa and UUIUatt,

' 1-... K

MERCHANT TAILOttS

T|BBT BKCEIVKD.

C. Hess& Son's,
Cor. Main ft Fouriunth 8tl.,

ANEW STOCK OF

Cloths,
Casslmeres,

Vesting*, and

Overcoatings,

.»0*FALL & WINTER WEAR.

ILL WOOL KXITIJCKSTS.
pruen axd boys' surra made

TO OBDEB. ia Lateit StflMud at Limit
I'ricti, ud > perfect It guaranteed.

FULL LIKE of

Gents' Furnishing Goods.
WHITE SHIRTS MADE TO ORDER.

We invite the public to call anil examine
onr stock, feeling assured we eta offer ra
perior inducements.

c. HESS & SON.
icpU

NEW GOODS!

In All the Latest and Most
Desirable Styles for

Fall& Winter
Now in Stock at the

FASHIONABLE

MERCHANT T4IL0RIHG
ESTABLISHMENT

-orThos. Hughes & Co.

H. LINCEN,
1220 Market Street,

TIIBEE DOORS BELOW McLTJBE HOUSE.

MERCHANT TAILOR.
I take pleasure in informing my ousto*

men, and the public in general, that my

FALL & WINTER STOCK
Is now in store, with the addition every
week of inch novelties as may be brought
out
Gentlemen will find in my establishment

everything that ia new, stylish or desirable
in material, both of Home and Foreign
make, and at prices to suit the times.

I will make up to measere heavy weight
all wool Suit® from $20 00 upward*, which
in cat, workmanship and trimming*
not be excelled.
From my long experience in the business,

doing my own cutting, telling my own
good* *nd baring exclusively for cash,my
expen e* are at the lowest point, and can
ami do sell at the loweat figure.

I am closing out my entire stock of FURNISHINGGOODS at and below cost, to
discontinue that branch of business.

HI. Lnq-GKEusr;
*031

FURNITURE, *C.

JJSDEBTAKISGlaaB Ua tsaadua,caiafallraad fnaaplljrafctended to.
Aba,afan HaaatttpaHOUOaaMmana

ShtJai, and Paraitare, at
w*. lax 4 scat's, jOmltaMaMMaa.


